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We were playing in the garden behind the 
house when the hunters returned. From the 
terrace, they shouted: 

“Run quickly, come see who they brought!” 

We ran to see. 

Across the yard, circling in front of the porch, 
were carts, one after another. On them were 
skins of animals, horns of wild goats, and boar 
carcasses. Father walked beside the last cart, 
and on it, at the front, sat a tiger cub, hunched 
over and looking around. Yes, indeed, a real, 
live tiger cub! Tired and dusty, he clung to the 
edge of the cart with his claws and shook as 
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the cart rattled across the yard. And when the 
horse stopped in front of the porch, where many 
people stood, he got scared and backed away. 

“Well, here we are, Vaska,” said Father to 
him. 

He picked up the tiger cub and carried him 
onto the terrace. 

The tiger cub was so unusual that we were 
all a little bewildered. 

“Don’t take him to the terrace!” Natasha, the 
youngest among us, shouted. “That’s where my 
toys are...” 

“Tigers don’t eat toys,” reassured Julia. “They 
only eat people.” 

“His eyes are so big! And his tail... it hangs 
straight to the ground!” 

In a group, pushing each other, we climbed 
onto the terrace. The tiger cub paced along the 
railing. He diligently sniffed everything. After 
the bumpy road, his head was spinning. And 
the floor slipped from under his feet. He stag- 
gered like a drunk, often sitting down and clos- 
ing his eyes. But as soon as he felt a little better, 
he hurried to sniff around again. 


6 


The sleeve of a cotton jacket hung over the 
railing. The tiger cub grabbed it with his paw 
and pulled it down. Sonya burst into loud laugh- 
ter. He raised his head and stared at her. 

Now we could see him well. He was like a 
six-month-old Saint Bernard puppy. He had a 
big, broad head with round green eyes, a wide 
forehead, and short ears. His front legs were 
heavy and strong, while the hind legs were much 
thinner. The body was slender and agile, and 
the tail was as long as a snake. 

“He’s just a baby,” Natasha said importantly. 

And indeed, he was a baby. Clumsy, small, 
and lonely, he pressed against his father’s leg 
and rubbed against it, as if asking, “I’m here 
alone, and I’m little, so will you please, don’t get 
upset with me.” 

They brought a cup of warm steamed milk. 
The tiger cub drank it and looked around con- 
tentedly. It seems he felt happier inside. He 
walked around the terrace again, hopped over 
the threshold, and went into the dining room. 
We respectfully followed him. 


In the dining room, the tiger cub sniffed 
everything again, climbed onto a low couch, 
stretched out on it, proudly draped his tail over 
the edge, and squinted at the bright light of the 
lamp. 

After a hearty meal, the tiger cub really wanted 
to sleep. But he didn’t fall asleep; he kept mov- 
ing his whiskers all the time. 

The table was set for dinner, and Father en- 
tered the room. The tiger cub was delighted, 
jumped on the couch, and stretched towards 
him with some affectionate purring, very much 
like a quiet cough: “Ahem.” 

“Look at that, did you hear?” Natasha laughed 
with joy. 

Father stroked the tiger cub. He settled back 
into place and dozed off amidst the chatter. 

During dinner, we learned more about the 
tiger cub. His name was Vaska. He was caught 
far away, hundreds of kilometers from our home. 
Vaska had to endure a long, arduous journey. 
They traveled almost half the way on camels. 
Vaska rode in a large basket. The swaying camel 
gait made poor Vaska feel sick. He vomited, and 
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his nose started to bleed. Then Father got off 
and carried the tiger cub in his arms. 

At rest stops, they slept side by side. And the 
tiger cub became so attached to Father that he 
wouldn't agree to stay without him for a moment. 

Dinner ended. Everyone dispersed to rest. 
The lamp in the dining room was extinguished. 

Vaska was fast asleep on the couch and heard 
none of this. But as soon as the house quieted 
down, he woke up and lifted his head. 

It’s dark... It’s quiet... And there’s no one 
next to Vaska... 

And then this ‘scary’ tiger jumped off the 
couch, ran around the room, bumping into chairs, 
and started roaring in fright: ‘Boom! Boo-oo-m! 
Boo-00-00-m!’ 

Father and mother heard his desperate cries, 
but they thought he would yell a bit and then 
calm down. But Vaska didn’t stop. At first, 
he yelled angrily, then more plaintively, and fi- 
nally began pleadingly calling for Father with a 
trembling voice full of fear. And Mother’s heart 
couldn't take it. She turned on the light and 
went with Father to get the tiger cub. 
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Vaska was greatly relieved. He rushed to Fa- 
ther, embraced his legs with his paws, and be- 
gan licking and rubbing his head against them. 
Well, of course, they took him to their bedroom. 
They tied him to a long chain under the table, 
where the sewing machine was placed, and laid 
a soft blanket for him. Vaska settled down and 
fell fast asleep, deeply and calmly. 

Several days passed. It seemed as if Vaska 
had always lived with us: everyone got used to 
him so quickly. 

And what a wonderful character he had! He 
never bothered anyone, didn’t get underfoot, or 
cause any trouble. He spent whole days play- 
ing in the garden or industriously patrolling the 
yard, the stables, and various nooks and cran- 
nies. And when he got tired, he would come into 
the dining room, stretch out on his couch, and 
take a nap. 

Vaska knew exactly the time for his lunch. 
Sometimes they would just start pouring milk 
for him or cracking eggs into his bowl, and there 
he was, coming in from the garden. 

Look, Natasha, learn from Vaska! He can tell 
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time by the clock, and you still can’t, we teased 
our younger sister. 

Besides eggs and milk, Vaska got the same 
lunch as everyone else in the house. 

And how amusing it was to watch him eat 
soup with dumplings or meatballs! He would 
catch each dumpling with his teeth and arrange 
them neatly in a row by the bowl, laps up the 
liquid soup, and then, as an appetizer, eats the 
dumplings. 

During meals, Vaska was fierce. He lay on 
the floor, put his paws on both sides of the bowl, 
and that was it! Once, when my sister tried to 
fix something for him, Vaska growled into the 
bowl, choked, and with a heavy claw strike, cut 
my sister’s hand. 
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The dogs were more cautious than us and 
avoided approaching the tiger cub when he was 
eating. Only the yard dog Maylik dared to poke 
his nose into his bowl, and Vaska, albeit with a 
growl, allowed him to do so. 

Two months had passed since Vaska became 
a member of our family. He noticeably grew, 
gained strength and confidence. His movements 
were still childishly clumsy, but sometimes, es- 
pecially when Vaska sneaked up, they suddenly 
became very fast and agile. 

Vaska’s fur shone and gleamed like velvet, 
golden-red with bright black stripes. The stripes 
extended to the belly. The belly was light gray, 
without stripes. 

Vaska became smooth and well-fed. It was 
pleasant to look at him. All day long, he washed 
and licked his paws and belly, shook himself, 
and groomed. At such moments, he very much 
resembled a cat. 

In the garden, they dug a round pit about 
a meter deep and wide. A small stream almost 
filled it to the brim with water. 

Mother came with soap and a brush. Father 
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brought a bucket or a jug, and Vaska appeared 
with a whole gang of kids. 

He loved to bathe very much and was not at 
all like a cat in this regard. 

They poured water over Vaska from the jug 
and soaped him with green soap. Then he 
climbed into the pit, stood on his hind legs in 
it, stretched out his front legs to his father, and 
washing began. He was scrubbed with a brush 
and hands, rinsed, and splashed, while he stood 
triumphantly in the pit and snorted with plea- 
sure. When the washing was over, he would 
climb onto the grass, shake himself off, roll 
around, and bask in the sun. 

There was a lot of fuss and trouble with him, 
but he grew up so beautiful! 

People from all over the city, from neighbour- 
ing villages, and even from the mountains came 
to see our tiger cub. They rang the gate bell — 
we ran and pushed aside the stick latch. 

“Do you have a tame tiger here? Can we see 
it? We'll pay if needed to see it.“” 

At first, we really wanted them to give us pen- 
nies. Once we even collected two roubles: we 
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charged each person a five-kopeck coin. But fa- 
ther got angry and didn’t allow us to take money, 
he only demanded that they look from a dis- 
tance, not pet Vaska, and not treat him with 
anything. 

We liked that the adults asked for our per- 
mission. 

“And how many of you are there, a lot? Well, 
okay, stand right here by the gate. We'll call him 
out now. Just make sure you don’t pet him or 
give him anything when he comes.” 

“Okay, we'll do everything as you say.” 

They stood where we showed them, and ev- 
eryone was very interested. 

Vaska would confidently walk out of the gar- 
den to the visitors. 

At first, they always flinched away, and he 
would look surprised and glance back at us. 

We reassured them: 

“Why are you so scared? He’s completely 
tame. Look, how friendly he is...” 

We put our hands in his mouth, stroked his 
head, behind his ears, and under his chin. We 
lifted his heavy paw and showed the spectators 
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our palm. 

“Look,” — we said, — “all his claws are re- 
tracted, there’s nothing to be afraid of.” 

They looked at Vaska and couldn’t get enough 
of him. Then they started to like him so much 
that they inevitably wanted to pet him. 

“No,” — we said, — “you absolutely can’t pet 
him, because we’ll get in trouble for it.” 

“Oh, no, you won't.” 

“No, we definitely will.” 

But they kept insisting until we deliberately 
added: 

“And besides, who knows, after all, he’s still 
a tiger. What if he snaps — then what will we 
do?” 

After that, they immediately stopped asking. 

All four of us sisters were so cleverly born 
that our birthdays came one after another. 

On a birthday, you’re supposed to bake a pie, 
invite guests, and have a noisy evening, after 
all. Well, and some kind of gift too. Once — it’s 
still not enough. But when you have to bake a 
pie four times in a row and make noise for four 
evenings, then it’s too much. Mom got tired and 
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got angry about it. So we decided to combine 
all our birthdays into one day, but make sure 
that on this day there would be a pie, guests, 
and noise — everything as it should be. 

On the eve of this solemn day, we diligently 
helped mom: we swept the yard and garden, 
washed the floors, and took on the most difficult 
part of the cooking - taking care of our sweet 
pie. We were so worried about it that we kept 
trying the filling all the time. When there was 
less than half of it left, mom said: 

“Well, enough helping. Now I'll manage with- 
out you. Go to bed.” 

And later, when we were fast asleep, she qui- 
etly entered the room and put a present under 
each pillow. Then she fell asleep too. 

As soon as we woke up, we all rushed to the 
floor to look under the pillows. And each of us 
found exactly the gift she wanted most: Sonya 
- a thick book about all animals — Brahm, I — 
a puppet theatre, Julia — a box of paints for 
drawing, and Natasha — the “Farmyard” game. 

We unpacked the gifts, started examining 
them, and admiring them. Mom was also happy 
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along with us. 

That’s how we celebrated our birthdays. And 
it was always a very fun and happy day. 

And at that moment, a guest arrived. The 
doors from the porch were open, and nobody 
heard him enter the dining room. It was Dad’s 
colleague. He approached the set table, admired 
our pies, and read the rosy inscription made of 
dough: “Happy Birthday, kids!” 

“Oh, look at that! They’re celebrating today,” 
he said to himself. 

The guest was a small, slender man, but he 
carried himself very seriously. 

He greeted us with just two fingers and at 
the same time tilted his glasses upwards. We 
didn’t like him, and we quietly laughed at him. 

The little and self-important man began to 
stroll around the room, humming a tune. A 
strong scent of cologne emanated from his hand- 
kerchief. 

Suddenly, someone very close to him exclaimed 
in disgust, “Phew!” 

He looked around. Goodness, who was that? 

It was Vaska. He really disliked the smell 
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of flowers and cologne. He sat on the couch, 
sniffed again —- yuck, how unpleasant! Even his 
face twisted. His tongue stuck out on its own, 
and wrinkles formed around his nose. 

The poor guest was taken aback. It wasn’t 
a joke at all: there was a real tiger sitting just 
two steps away, not even a bird or a dog, buta 
genuine tiger making faces at you... 

Vaska sneezed again and shook his head. A 
wild animal could never understand why hu- 
mans smell so strong. On the contrary, animals 
usually try to avoid strong scents. 

Guests smelled as little as possible to avoid 
being detected by enemies. 

The guest looked longingly at the door: oh, 
how nice it would be to escape from here now! 

Meanwhile, Vaska began to suspect: this 
“boy” must want to play with him. He got off the 
couch, approached, and made a soft noise as if 
asking, “Alright, so how are we going to play?” 

The guest flinched. Vaska backed away. His 
own fears started to rise. The man was behaving 
very strangely: twitching, not speaking to Vaska 
affectionately like everyone else did... The tiger 
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picked up on one paw, then the other, backed 
towards the door, and stood on the threshold. 

“Kitty, dear!” stammered the guest. “Go 
away, dear, go away!” 

He waved his handkerchief. Vaska sneezed. 
The guest dove under the table. 

Finally, the “boy” stopped flinching and started 
to play! 

The little tiger joyfully jumped after him. The 
guest leaped onto the couch — Vaska followed 
suit. The guest jumped from the couch to the 
table and crouched between the pies. For a 
moment, Vaska lost sight of him. 

And there you go! They were having such 
fun, and suddenly this “boy” disappeared some- 
where. 

Vaska stood up on his hind legs, placed his 
front paws on the edge of the table, and peeked. 
Ah, there he was! Sitting on the table, waiting 
for Vaska. 

At this point, the tiger cub began to make 
such elaborate leaps that the poor guest’s hair 
stood on end. He lost all his composure and 
desperately cried out: 
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“Help! Save me!” 

We heard his cries and, terribly frightened, 
rushed to help. We burst into the dining room—and 
were stunned: there, on the festive table, right 
between our sweet pies, cowered the guest, green 
with fear. 

He stared in horror at the floor, as if an 
enraged mammoth were charging at him from 
there. But there sat Vaska, just grinning broadly. 

All spring, summer, and autumn, we nur- 
tured and cared for Vaska. And when the leaves 
fell from the trees and the garden emptied, we 
noticed that Vaska had grown big. 

The sofa, if Vaska stretched out to his full 
length, became too small for him. 

He gradually replaced children’s games with 
other activities: stalking, wrestling, jumping. 

The traits of a real tiger were already evident 
in him: he loved to sneak up and ambush vari- 
ous animals and birds. With age, these traits 
became sharper and more pronounced. 

He especially loved to pull a pillow off the bed, 
gnaw at its corner, and then strike it with his 
paw: feathers flew everywhere. It created the 


23 


full impression of hunting wild birds. We would 
rush to the sound of his growling and catch 
Vaska in the act: the pillow on the floor, Vaska 
on top of it, his face buried in the feathers. 

“Is he teething or something?” we grum- 
bled, constantly rescuing various items from 
him. “Nothing ever passes calmly with him: he 
always wants to carry things in his mouth and 
tear them apart.” 

So, we came up with a solution: we gave 
Vaska a toy—a worn-out little boot. We would 
drag the boot on a string, and the tiger cub 
would pounce on it like a cat on a mouse. After 
playing, we would leave the boot in Vaska’s jaws, 
and it served as a plug for his mouth. With 
the boot in his mouth, Vaska didn’t ruin other 
things. 

We continued to play carefree with our friend, 
but more and more often, it occurred to us, 
the elders, that Vaska’s life was soon going to 
change. 
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One day, the mayor of our town summoned 
my father and announced that he was no longer 
allowed to keep the tiger free, and he had to put 
him in a cage. Until the cage was ready, he had 
to chain him up. 

We had to comply with everything as ordered. 

At first, Vaska couldn't reconcile with captiv- 
ity and angrily cried out: “A-am, ahm, baum, 
baum!” 

His face looked so distressed that although it 
was agreed that he wouldn't be released, we 
slowly untied him from the adults, and the 
adults slowly untied him from us. 

Days passed, but there was still no cage. 

We lacked money for a large, secure cage, 
and it made no sense to order a poor-quality, 
cramped one: we would still end up releasing 
Vaska from it. 

My father was waiting for new troubles. 

The mayor’s displeasure lingered, and he 
walked around with a grim and angry expres- 
sion. Then, as if by fate, a certain merchant 
emerged — he supplied wild animals to zoos. He 
persisted: sell him, just sell him... 
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“Tl feed him well, build a large cage. He’ll be 
fine with me. You can come visit him,” he said. 

My father and mother resisted for a long time. 
They really didn’t want to part with Vaska. But 
feeding him was expensive, and then there was 
the dissatisfaction of the neighbors, who started 
to nitpick about Vaska, and many other things 
finally convinced them to make the decision. 

At first, we couldn’t believe that Vaska would 
soon be taken away from us. But then we raised 
such an outcry that our parents sent us to the 
garden. There, the cunning merchant appeared 
as well. He treated us to candies, invited us to 
his zoo, and said he loved animals very much. 

Moreover, he asked us to tell him about Vaska’s 
habits and teach him how to handle the tiger 
cub. 

At first, we didn’t even want to talk to him, 
but gradually we started to teach him how to 
feed, bathe Vaska, and take care of him. And 
all the while, we watched him suspiciously and 
extracted endless promises from him that he 
would love Vaska. 

“Yes, indeed, he really needs your love!” we 
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would add “politely” and then leave to grieve in 
solitude. 

And then the sad hour arrived. 

On a gloomy autumn day, when flocks of 
jackdaws endlessly cried over the bare garden, 
a cart creaked into the yard. On the cart was 
an iron cage. 

Father teased Mother, but his hands shook 
when he untied Vaska. The tiger cub, fearfully 
pressing against his legs, climbed into the cage 
with him. Father stepped out and closed the 
door. Vaska lunged after him, cried out, and 
began to thrash against the bars. Then, with 
a plaintive murmur, he slipped his paws be- 
tween them and extended them to his father. 
All the household stood around silently, shaken 
by Vaska’s despair. 

The news that Vaska was being taken away 
somehow reached us. We abandoned our toys, 
rushed into the yard, stopped the moving cart, 
and pressed our faces against the bars of the 
cage. 
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“Vaska! Sweet Vaska!” we whispered with 
trembling voices, and Vaska from inside the cage 
responded to us: “Uff, uff...” 

Tears welled up in Mom’s eyes. And as soon 
as the cart began to move, we grabbed our coats 
and, holding onto its edges, set off to accompany 
Vaska to his new home. 

There, we busied ourselves until late in the 
evening. We watched as they installed Vaska’s 
huge new cage. Then we cleaned the floor in it 
ourselves, wiping it dry with clean rags. 

We thoroughly shook the hay for bedding and 
ran home for Vaska’s familiar woollen blanket. 
As for the bowl, we told them to wash it well, 
or else Vaska wouldn't eat from dirty dishes. 
And everything that was brought to him in our 
presence, we inspected very carefully. 

Finally, everything was checked and arranged. 
Vaska was well-fed, and he would sleep warmly 
and comfortably. It was time for us to return 
home. 

We all stroked our friend, took turns holding 
his large heavy paw in our hands, shook it firmly, 
and said: 
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“Don't be lonely, Vaska. Tomorrow morning, 
at dawn, we'll come running to you again!” 


31 


FOR PRESCHOOL AGE 

Printed by order S/TU in 1941. 

Responsible Editor: S. Emden. Edition: 200,000 
copies. 

21 printing sheets (1.63 educational-publishing 
sheets). 13,524 characters in print. A36714, Order 
No. 615. 

Price: 55 kopecks. 

Children’s Book Factory of the Publishing House 
of Children’s Literature of the Central Committee 
of the All-Union Leninist Young Communist League 
(VLKSM). Moscow, Suschevsky Val, 43. 


